the rape of lvcrece. 

Lo here weeps H e c v b a, here P r i a m dies. 

Here manly Hecto r faints,hereTROYLys founds* 
Here friend by friend in bloudie channel lies : 

And friend to friend giucs vnaduifed wounds. 

And one mans luft thefe manic lines confounds, 

, Had doting Priam chcckt his fons defire, 
,,Troy had bin bright with Fame, & not with fire. 

Here feelingly (he weeps Troyes painted woes, 
For forrow, like a heauie hanging Bell, 

Once let on ringing, with his own waight goes, 

Then little ftrength rings out the dolefull knell, 

So L v c r e c e fet a worke, fad tales doth tell 
To pencel’d penliuenes, & colour’d forrow, (row, 
She lends them words, & fhe their looks doth bor- 

Sbec throwesher eyes about the painting round. 
And who fhee finds forlorne,lhee doth lament: 
Atlaftfhee fees a wretched image bound, 

That piteous lookes, to Phrygian iheapheards lent, 
His face though full of cares, yet ihew’d content. 
Onward to Troy with the blunt fwains he goes, 
So mild that patience feem’d to fcorne his woes. 

In 


M 


THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

In him the Painter labour’d with his skill 
To hide deceipt, and giuc the harmleffe (how 
An humble gate,calme looks, eyes wayling ft ill, 

A brow vnbentthat feem’d to welcome wo, 
Cheeks neither red, nor pale, b ut mi ngledfo, 

That blulhing red, no guiltie inftancegaue, 

Nor afhie pale, the feare thatfalfe hearts hauc. 

But like a conftant and confirmed Deuill, 

He entertain’d a fhow, fo feeming iuft. 

And therein fo enfconc’t his fecret euill, 

That Iealoufie itfelfe could notmiftruft, 

Falfe creeping Craft, and Periurie ftiould thruft 
Into fo bright a daie,fuch blackfac'd ftorms. 

Or blot with Hell-born fin fuch Saint like forms. 


The well- skil’d workman this milde Image drew 
For periur’d $ i n o n, whole inchaunting ftorie 
T he credulous old P r i a m after flew. 

Whole words like wild fire burnt the lhining glorie 
Of rich-built I l l i o n, that the skies were foric, 
And little ftars Ihot from their fixed places, 
Whetheirglasfeljwherinthey view’d theirfaces. 
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